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Hurt Me 


Author's Notes: 
Smut, smut, smut ;) Also, feedback is much appreciated :) 


Niklas had secluded himself in his own little world only five minutes after the show had ended. He was taking 
care of whatever was left from his bottle of Jack Daniel's. He was sitting and looking at his surroundings; 
looking but seeing nothing. That was until his movement sensors caught Christian taking off his shirt, which 
was stained with fake blood This made him gain focus and his eyes got locked with Christian's flesh, which was 
gradually being exposed, button by button. The younger man was walking around shirtless and Niklas found 
himself unable to stop tracing him with his eyes. It didn't take the pervert long before his brain started 
swarming with dirty thoughts. It also didn't take him long to get hard, which made him leave the room before 
he was forced to explain his sudden erection. This meant he couldn't enjoy the sight of the bassists naked 
flesh too, which filled him with unexplainable anger. 


The singer wanted to catch Christian alone. He couldn't just strip him naked in the bus in front of the others 
and have his way. Not that it would bother him if it was a chick, but it was motherfucking Christian 


After the next show, the same scene repeated - Christian walking around shirtless backstage, Niklas getting 
hard and running off again. Niklas locked himself in the bathroom to take care of his hard-on. 


"How much fucking longer do | have to wait?" He cursed under his breath as he worked on undoing his belt. 


Fate finally smiled down on him after a few shows. The singer was sitting on top of a big speaker and 
observing the bassist as he was replacing the strings of his bass, again - shirtless. Surprisingly, there was no 
circulation backstage. Everybody was probably busy loading the equipment on the bus. Niklas jumped off the 
speaker with the widest smirk after he made sure the scene was clear. He slowly walked up to Christian from 
behind and gathered the younger man's silky blond hair in his hands gently as he leaned in closer to Christian's 


ear. A confused corner smile bloomed on the young mar's lips. 


"Niklas, what the fuck dude?" Christian asked blankly as he remained focused on his strings. He took it for 


something normal, after all that's Niklas. 
| need you to come with me," Niklas whispered in the younger man's ear. 


"Come with you where?" Instead of receiving an answer, he found himself caught tightly by the wrist and he 
didn't even try to release himself from the singer's tight grip, since he was oblivious to what wad planned for 
him. He was pulled into a smaller room where chains hanged from the ceiling, probably where the speakers 
were stored. Just what Niklas needed. They had hardly entered the room when the older man pushed Chris 
against the wall and shoved his tongue in Chris' mouth. At first the bassist moaned in protest, but there 
wasn't much else he could do. Niklas reached for the chain hanging above his head and had to get a little 


creative in order to actually capture Christian's wrist in it. 


"What are you doing?" Chris asked, but at this point he didn't really expect to receive an answer, since Niklas 
was already working on tying his other wrist in the chains. The only answer he received was a tongue shoved 


deep in his mouth and a hand palming his already growing erection through his tight, ripped jeans. 
"You sick fuck," Chris hissed as he licked his bottom lip. It was all clear now, clear as a sunny day. 


‘Oh, come on, Chrille! I've been longing for this for quite a long time, don't ruin it for me," Niklas smirked 
sadistically as he pulled out a knife. This almost scared Christian, since he knew Niklas was everything but 
predictable. He quietly exhaled in relief when the singer brought the knife to his own forearm and made a deep 
cut. The blood started running down his arm and reached his palm. Niklas slightly bit Christian's bottom lip 
before shoving his tongue in his mouth. He ran his bloody hand all over the blond man's torso as his mouth 
proceeded to hungrily kiss the bassist's beautiful neck. Chris moaned. Niklas made another deep cut, this time 


on his other forearm. He gently caressed the younger man's cheek, staining it with blood. 


"If you could only see how precious you look." A sinister grin grew on Niklas‘ face as he ran his thumb over 
Christian's bottom lip. Chris licked the blood of his lip as he looked Niklas dead in the eye. The singer proceeded 
to undo Chris' belt without taking his eyes off of the other man's green gems. He then slid his jeans down 


along with his boxers, leaving him vulnerable and exposed. The blond man closed his eyes in expectation of the 


worst. Niklas engaged Chris in another passionate kiss as he ran his bloody hands all over the boy's body. He 
moved his hands from his back down to his ass and gave him a spank, which earned him a moan from Chris. 


"What should | do with you?" Niklas started thinking out loud. "I really want to fuck that tight ass of yours, 
you know," Niklas whispered threatingly and the only response he got to his twisted plans was the other man's 
unsteady breathing, caused by the bitter thought of having this done to him. All of this was turning him on in 
a strange way, but he was way too confused to decide whether he would like that or not. And even if he 
didn't, he couldn't really escape and Niklas wouldn't let him go for the world, not with all of that lust that you 


could read in his eyes. His breathing got even more uneven. 


"Are you scared, Chrille?" Niklas chuckled sadistically as he put a hand on Christian's chest to feel it rise and 


fall quickly. He made a slow circle walking around Chris to admire his blood-covered body. 


"Let's get you a little more relaxed," the singer whispered as he dropped to his knees in front of the confused 
man. Chris looked down and next thing he knew, Niklas had his warm mouth wrapped around his semi-hard 


member. 


"Fuck!" Christian cursed under his breath. He didn't want to like it, but he did. Besides, Niklas was surprisingly 
good at getting the job done. On second notice, that wasn't that much of a surprise. Chris smirked at the witty 
thought. Niklas would kill him if he knew what he was thinking and that amused Chris. 


"You like that?" Niklas smirked as he rose to his feet and Christian was almost disappointed that the singer 
stopped doing his thing. "| used to do that for money back in Norway, l'm supposed to be good." 


"Well, that's something to brag about, isn't it?" Chris mocked. Niklas was only lips away from him and he didn't 
seem pleased with the bassist's little notice. 


"Shut up!" The singer hissed and gave the bassist's ass a hard smack. 
"Ouch," Christian said blankly, pretending it hurt, since he was having so much fun making fun of Niklas. 


"You little tease! You think that hurt." Niklas whispered with a threatening tone. "You haven't felt pain yet," he 


faked a smile as he took a handful of the bassist's angelic hair. 


"Then hurt me," Christian challenged with what seemed to be the most seductive smirk known to mankind. He 


was liking that game. The singer was liking it even more. 


"Be careful what you wish for," Niklas threatened softly and he leaned in for a kiss as he gripped the bassist's 
ass tightly. He suddenly pulled away and started checking his pockets for condoms. He got lucky to find one. He 
lift it up for Chris to see and smirked devilishly. 


“Aren't | lucky?" Chris remarked sarcastically while Niklas was busy taking the clothes off himself. He 
positioned himself behind Chris and put his left hand on the bassist's hip. 


"Spit!" Niklas ordered as he raised his hand to the mouth of the bassist and the bassist did as told. Niklas 
gently slipped a finger inside Christian's ass and the young man shifted around a little at the unfamiliar feeling. 
Niklas pulled his finger out and pressed his tip to Christian's ass, slowly pushing it inside. All of the bassist's 
muscles tensed up and he clenched his teeth. 

"It seems like it isn't going to work," Chris said with pretended regret when Niklas stopped moving. 

"Oh, its going to work, alright. It's just that.." Niklas lowered his voice almost to a whispered. "..your ass is so 
fucking tight," he grunted as his right hand snaked down to the younger man's member and wrapped around it, 
starting to stroke it gently. Christian closed his eyes and moaned, giving in to the feeling. His muscles relaxed, 
which gave Niklas an opportunity to slide in deeper. 

"Oh, fuck!" Chris grunted. 


"How do you like it, Chrille?" Niklas grinned devilishly as he gathered the blond man's hair in his left hand, 
tugging on it lightly. 


"Goddamn it!" The younger man hissed. Niklas started thrusting in a relatively quick pace and the feeling for 


him was pure bliss. 

"Finally inside you.." The singer whispered in ecstasy. 

"Yeah, don't make a habit out of it," Chris smirked before letting out another moan. 

"You fucking tease, you feel so good!" Niklas moaned and kissed the back of Christian's right shoulder. 
"Fuck me!" Chris groaned and this made Niklas laugh maniacally. 


"That's a good boy!" The older man hissed through his teeth as he increased his pace and started stroking the 


other man's member more intensely. 

"Make me fucking cum!" Christian begged and his request filled Niklas with sadistic satisfaction 
"Looks like somebody's quick to cum. You like me fucking you, huh?" 

"Just shut the fuck up and fuck me!" 


"I like where this is going," the singer chuckled and started gently sucking on the skin of Christian's neck. He 
concentrated on stroking Christian's dick and he could almost feel it pulsating. 


"Oh my fucking god!" The bassist moaned loudly as he came all over Niklas‘ hand. 


"Your moans sound like a fucking angels’ choir, you know that?" Niklas whispered with a smile in the boy's ear. 
The blond man only snickered exhaustedly at the remark. "Now l'm going to release you from the chains and | 
want you to lie down on the ground, alright?" Chris nodded with the last of strength. Niklas pulled out of him 
and worked on gently releasing him from the chains. The chains had left marks on the bassist's pale wrists and 
Niklas loved the looks of that. Christian lied down on the cold ground and Niklas impatiently hurried to position 
himself between the other man's legs. He hovered over Christian's exhausted body and took a minute to adore 
his face. Chris' eyes were half-shut, since he was drained. The single light in the room was shining almost 
directly in his eyes, which made their color appear lighter and somewhat transparent; his blond eyelashes 
seemed almost white from the light and so did his hair. He did look like an angel, maybe a fallen one because of 


the blood, but that's how Niklas liked him. 


Niklas snapped out of his daze and thirstily kissed Christian, who parted his lips very lazily to meet Niklas’ 
tongue. As the kiss became deeper, the more Niklas’ dick started pulsating and he quickly pushed it back inside 
Christian. At this point he was so desperate to have his release that he didn't care to gradually increase his 
pace, but instead started directly slamming roughly inside Chris. 


After a little over a minute, Niklas finally reached his so anticipated orgasm and moaned at the kiss in order to 


muffle its intensity. 
"This was too fucking good," Niklas whispered exhaustedly in Christian's neck as he had buried his face in it. 
| have to replace my strings," Chris muttered blankly and ran a hand over his face. Niklas laughed silently and 


slowly licked Christian's face from the jaw all the way up to the eyebrow, tasting his own blood on the blond 


man skin. 


